The Tragedy of Hamlet 

With juice of curled Hebona in a Viall, 

And in the porches ofmy eares did poure 
The leprousdiftilment, whofeeffeft 
Holds luch an enmity with blood of man. 

That lwift as Quick- filver it courfes through 
The naturall gates and allies of the body, 

And with a fudden vigour it doth poflefle 
And curd, like eager droppings into milke. 

The thin and whoHome blood ; lb did it mine. 

And a moft inllant Tetter barkt about 
Moft Lazar-li ke, with vile and loathlbmc cruft 
All my fmooth body. 

Thus was I fleeping, by a brothers hand, 
Oflife,ofCrowne,of Queene at once dilpatcht. 

Cut off even in the blofl'omes of my finne, 
Unnuzled, difappointed, un-anueld, 

No reckoning made, but fent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head. 

Oh horrible, O horrible, moft horrible. 

If thou haft nature in thee beare it not. 

Let not theroyallbed of Denmark* be 
A couch for Luxury and damned Inceft. 

But howlomever thou purfueft this a<51. 

Taint not thy minde,nor let thy foule contrive 
Againft thy mother ought, leave her to heaven, 

And to thofe thornes that in herbolome lodge, 

To pricke and fling her : fare thee well at once, 
TheGIovvorme fhewes the matine to be neere, 
i And ’gins to pale his uneffe&uall fire : 

Adieu,adieu, adieu, remember me. 

Ham. O a 1 1 yon hoft of heaven ! O earth ! what elfe? 
And fhall I couple hell ? O fie ! hold my heart. 

And you my finewes,grow not inftantold. 

But beare me fwifcly up ; remember thee ! 

I thou poore Ghoft, whiles memory holds a feat 
In this diftraCfed Globe : remember thee \ 

Yea, from the tableofmy memorie 
He wipe away all trivial! fond records. 


(Prince o f Dcnmarke. 

All faw of bookes , all formes, all preffurespaft. 

That youth and obfervation copied there. 

And thy commandement all alone fhall live 
Within the booke and volume of my braine, 

Unmixt with baler matter ; yes by heaven. 

O moft pernicious woman ! 

0 villaine, villaine, foiling damned villaine! 

My tables, meet it is I fet downe, 

Thar one may fmile, and Imilc, and be a villaine ; 

At leaft I am fure it may be lo in Denmark. '«• 

So uncle there you are : now to my word. 

It is adieu,adieu,remember me. 

1 have fwome’t. Enter Horatio and Marcclln * 

Hora. My Lord, my Lord. 

Afar. Lord Hamlet. 

Hora. Heavens fecure him. 

Ham. So be it. 

Lflfar. Illo, ho, ho, my Lord. 

Ham. Hillo, ho, ho boy, come, and come. 

Afar ■ How is’t my noble Lord ? 

Ham. O wonderfull ! 

H or. Good my Lord tell it. 

No, you will reveale it. 

Hora. Not I my Lord by heaven. 

Afar. Nor I my Lord. 

Bu^o^’il^eTecret ° U ttjCn3 W ° uIc * bcart man once thinke it ? 

Both. I by heaven. 

Ham. There’s never a villaine > 

Dwelling in all Denmark ?> 

Buthee’s an arrant Knave. 

To tell u'sthfs C neeC * S n ° m y Lord, come from the grave 

An ST' ^7 n 'ght, you are intheright, 

Thnwi th ? Ut more cir cumftance at all 
Youa? fit th « WC 5 iakehan ris and part. 

For 2 bu [ ine l flre and defire fhall pointyou, 

^or every man hath bufineffe and defire, 7 


Such 


